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SLOPER’S BOAT RACE EXPERIENCE. 
“ Although Poor Pa volunteered to steer either the Oxford or Cambridge crews this year, they have, luckily for themselves, been able to dispense with his 
services. Nevertheless, Dad has in nowise felt offended at this rejection of his offer ; so on Boat Race day, as was generally anticipated, he was all there, and as 
conspicuous as of yore. Instead, though, of assisting and cheering up the rival ’ Varsities with his ‘ Friv.’ Girl Eight, as he imagined would be the case, he almost 
spoiled the race altogether. Not one of the ‘ Friv.? girls will now deign to even look at him. They haven't quite recovered from the shock.”"—Toortsit. 


JIM’S TERROR. THE MAN WHO HELD THE CANDLE. 


—— 


STRO PART ! ; : 
Md ) place of business, almost every man without any particular 
{\ or assignable reason immediately became a violent partisan, 
wey ar NN NN and frequently a furious enemy to somebody else, am 
of WORK “, gentlemen often got themselves shot before they could tell 
Apeiy Negi é what they were fighting about.’ 
\ He tells of a duel between © Old John Bourke of Glinsk ” 


— Nd and Mr. Amby Bodkin. They fought near Glinsk, and the 
old family steward and other servants brought out Bourke's 
son, then « wee child. and held him upon a man’s shoulders 
“to see papa fight.” On that occasion both principals and 
seconds engaged, They stood at right angles, ten paces 
distant, and began firing tugether on the signal of a pistol 
discharged by an umpire. At the first volley the two 
principals were “touched.” though very slizhtly. ° The 
second volley told better.” Both the seconds and Amby 
Bodkin staggered out of their places, * They were well hit, 
but no lives lost.” It was, according to custom, an election 


. 5 : viata: "soli squabble. 

Al! vou don't know Jim He's a rare plucked ‘un, [tell ver! ‘Braid a’ “Well, [im blowel! Wot coulla— He! he! he! TL have it! He's clappel ‘ es pee : ; SAS pire es ower 
hothin’) eadat. MeN face a lion in ‘is den ‘e vous Don't absolutely know wot ‘is eve on this ‘ere, ‘Wanted, a strong, active men.’ Tort to er remembered that Ina nagazine, dated January, IS36, is given a deseription 
"tet We'll arst “im to ‘ave ‘arf a pint 1” there's one thing as Jim és afraid ou, au’ that’s wurk—or the thoughts on it!” of an extraordinary duel. Five gentlemen, intimate friends, 

re 
to, 
?o, 


98 


having dined at a tavern in Galway, unfortunately after dinner 
some words arose between Mr. R——s and Lieutenant > 
which nothing would appease but immediate fighting. 

Two gentlemen were appointed seconds, but not agreeing about 
the place at which Mr. R. and Lieutenant O, should fight, likewise 
quarrelled. The solitary peaceful member of this pleasant purty 
was ‘referred to, to determine the point last in dispute ; but he 
being very much in liquor, and almost asleep, said that he knew no 
place so fit to xettle the affair as the room they were then in, and 
as they ulso could not agree about the distance, advised each to 
have a pair of pistols and tie handkerchiefs over their eyes, 80 as to 
leg indiscrininately, he, Mr. W., proposing to “hold the candle 

or them. 

This surprising arrangement met with the apparel of all con- 
cerned, and everything being “amicably adjusted "and the duellists 
blindfolded, the fun began. The first volley instantaneously killed 
the candle-holder, who was not in the quarrel. The revort of the 
pistols brought the waiters running upstairs just as the remaining 
gentlemen tired, and two waiters were shot ¢ ead, though the balls 
previously took effect on Mr. R. and Mr. K. A Mr, G, was the 
only one that for the time escaped death, and he with the loss of 
half his jaw, “The consternation,” we read, “that this melancholy 
affair caused is not to be described, yet did it not prevent another 
melancholy affair that happened in consequence.” 

Two other wild Irishmen, intimate friends, talking over the event, 
differed in opinion respecting the conduct of poor tipsy Mr. W., 
the candle-holder, and agreed at once to fight a duel with swords 
when both were run through the heart, An inquest was held, and 
a verdict of manslaughter was returned, J 

These astonishing events, the magazine writer avers, occurred in 
September, 1783, and the following list of killed and wounded may 
make the story clearer : 

First Duet, 
First VouLey. Killed—Mr. W., who held the candle - 1 

a Lieutenant O. - - 1 
y Mr. B - - - - - 1 
” Mr. K. - - - - - 1 
* Waiters - - sy ve te 23 
M 1 

2 


SECOND VOLLEY. 


r. G.. wounded - ° e e 
Secund Duel, 
Killel—Mr. BK. awl Mr. F. - © 
Mr. G. since died - - 2 es 
’ Grand total (all about nothing), 9 
But that poor. amiable, harmless tipsy gentleman who held the 
candle—what bad Juck he had. 
(Neat week, “A Horrible Night's Work.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
——— 
*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrelope large cnough te contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Sorry. HOWLER. can't advise you, ALLY hasn't got a voice, Not 
a bit, ANOTHER READER; You can always take your choice, 
Ocer twenty years, A NAVVY. Glad to hear it, A. H, LEACH. 
Thanks for cutting, CHARLES H. Wi1Lcox; They should practise 


what the ach, Very promising, A PARENT; Jommy should 
aes A anther matter, FOLLET ; Detter let 


improee, we think, That 
your Seclings sink, Much nine for relic, Pastor ; It deserves 
a 


ry id place. You're mistaken, NEW SUBSCRIBER; Such ia 
really nut the case, Lrt us know, of course, MUSICIAN ; ALLY 
always likes tu hear, Call and sce them, then, DELIGHTED, Any 
time you're passing near, 


—e— 


“ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 18. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d.) 
In Stampa or P.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 
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PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Bookacllers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue DE La Banque. 
—$— 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID' 


—£150 


Will be paid to the nezt-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Sercants on duty excepted), who shall happen to mect 

A his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a@ copy of the current rasue of “ AULY SLOPER's HALF- 
Howipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY” i# published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one seek from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Following Wednesday morning. 

_———— 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Behind the Scenes, 
Chelly. What lovely girls the Sisters Western are? 
Mrs. Serivcomic, So they ought to be. Why, man, they're 
twins, so they can always look at one another and sce what suits 
‘em best. *,° 


WRroTE the editor of the little country weekly : “Those well- 
known drapers, Messrs. Snippet and Fourthrce. announce one of 
their periodical sales, particulars of which will be found in another 
column.” But the compositor made “sales ’’ read “ sells,” and we 
don’t wonder that the irate proprietor came round and threatened 


to remove the advertisemen'. » ¢ 
s 


Your folk-lore folk have sought to guess 
What tune the old cow died of ; 

But, in spite of theories numberless, 
The mark they've still been wide of. 

We know ourselves (for in our ear 
A hard, harsh voice is ringing) 

That the poor old cow dropped dead, to hear 
A country milkmaid singing! 


Agent. Allow me to show you “our new Patent Burglar Scarer, 
sir ; the moment the door is tampered with this bell rings above 


your head for twenty minutes—so. 
Gentleman, And it kicks up that din all that time, does it? 


Agent. Yes, sir. : 
Gaticnan. Then all I can say is, I prefer the burglars. Good 
morning. se 


s 
Brigley, Uve aiways understood that journalism was a very 


chequered carcer. ; ‘ } 
pole biy Correct one way, my boy ; but it don’t sound the right 
sort of word. It's precious few cheques are to be had ow of it, I 


can assure you. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HC uAIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By fiiss Sloper. 
No, 570. ~The “Eclipse of the Sun” Costume. 


“ Auutie, the Vet. said you wanted the 
fame treatment a» your pug--half rations 
for a month and an hour's spin every 
mornin :.” 


THE REFEREE OF THE 
FUTURE. 
What football is coming to, 


“ But are you in a position to keep a wife?” 


“No; but I thought perhaps your father might be able to keep a son-in-law,” 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 
No. 50.—W. Archer, 


ae 


_ 


“This steak is much smalier 
than the one I had yesterday,” 
“ Yessir ; come hoff a smaller hox.” 


[Saturday, March 30, 1855, 


Beesie, Poor Iack, I really feel quite sorry for him ; 
co terribig down-hearted when I refused hima, ce ant be'enetacd 
. Yes, poor fellow ; perhaps he Ww Very inelici 
he is when pod gga could dzord to reject him, ineligible 
[And—well we don't wonder they called each other names, 


s 
Young Man. But what makes you think Dumpleigh is really a 
henpecked man? pe 
Old One, Because he's always bragging about the splendid way 
he manages his wife. ee ‘ 
s 


First Fair Guest, Mrs. Flirtington scemsa little absent to-nizh, 

dun't you think? : 

Second Fair Guest. Yes; what a pity she never does things 

thoroughly. oe be 
s 


WHAT means this enger, anxious throng? 
This crowd that stretches right aloes 
From front of shop to pavement’s edge? 
What means this solid sweltering wedge 
Of females—wedged as tight, in fact, 

As sardines in » box are packed ! 

In accents hushed the ladies say, 

“The new Spring bonnets are out to-day !” 


Penhecker. Heard the news, old man—he, he, he !—I'vc got a 
man in possession—ha, ha, ha! 

Juncs, Indeed! Well, you seem pretty, cheerful over it, anyhow, 

Penhecker, I should think so! Whe, it’s worth any inconveni. 
euce to hear him talk to Mra, P. and make her shut up. 


Country Aunt. Derr me, dear me! And so Harold is always 
going to the theatre, ishe! And what does he go there sv often 
tor—to see what the actresses have on? 

Harold's Wife. Quite the contrary, I think. 


Some men faint and are subsequently brought to; but youn: 
Quiverful, when his wife had twins, was brought two first and then 
fainted, *.* 


First Lady. SH et cook has left you, then ? 

Srcond Lady. Yes. 

First Lady, What was the reason? 

Seoond Lady. Oh, the family was too large. 

First Lady. Too large! Why, with only two of you? 

Second Lady, 1 mean her family. We didn't leave enough to 
keep them in comfort, ae 

s 


Editor, Your gossip article has been remarkably good for the 
last few weeks, Mr. Jenkyns. 
Jenkyna, Well, you see, my wife has taken to talking in her 
sleep, and I make shorthand notes. 
es 


s 
Smith, They say that young Rakket is going to the dogs. Lan 
80 sorry, 
Brown, So am 1—1 am very fond of dogs. 
ss 


s 

IF we should tell you that Sheerness 
Does civic rights and powers possess, 
You'd stigmatise the tale, we guess, 

As smacking of mendacity. 
And yet we'll wager half a crown 
That scores of creatures, broken down, 
To beg their bread in London Town 


Have come from Sheer-ncss-A-C1TY ! 
ss 


s 
Firat Man. Robinson is a man with one great idea. 
Sreond Man, Indeed, what's that? 
First Man, Himself. *.° 


Doctor, My dear sir, I congratulate you; you must have a 
remarkably strong constitution. 

Patient. Well, yes, 1 suppose 1 have. My wife attended a cook- 
ing class for over a twelvemonth and tried all her experiments on 
me, and I survived ‘em all. ee 

s 


Mra. Grumbleton’s Mother, 1 heard from Maria this morning, 
and she tells me that Brighton does not‘ngree with her. 
Mr. Grumbleton (who ia slightly deaf), 1 wever knew anvone 
who ever did agree with her—that's past hoping for, I'm afraid. 
s3 


ae 
Number Twenty-One. Look here, sir, how do you expect I can 
fo 4 sleep at night with your covfounded dog barking all the 
time 
umber Ticenty-Tico (who has suffered). Well, take my advice 
and don't snore quite so much, and you won't wake him up then. 


s 
Brown (putting down his paper). Well, I'm very glad I'm nota 
celebrity, anyhow. 
Smith. Why? 
Brown. Oh, it would madden me to think of the awful lot of 
lies that would be written about me when I died, “ By One Who 
Knew Him.” oe. 
s 


Snipper. Big robbery up in Long Acre the other night. A large 
harness shop completely cleared out. 
Snapper, Have they found the thieves? 
Snipuer, No, every trace had gone—didn’t 1 tell you the place 
was cleared out oe 
s 


She (gushingly). Oh, I do so wish 1 was a Freemason. 
He. Wwieed !—why ? 
She. Why, it is a secret society, is it not? and I do s0 love to 
hear secrets, ee 
s 


For years eleven we have always given 
ur warmest commendation 
To the Speaker bold (worth his weight in guld) 
In our Hall of Legislation. 
Rut, though his numerous virtues we 
Have praised with plaudits loud and free, 
e frankly make admiesion 
That ‘twas only on a recent day 
We learnt that Mr. Peel's of a 
RETIRING disposition ! 
ss 


s 
First Young Married Lady, But doesn't your husband find +0 
much brandy and soda-water lowering ‘ 
Sceond Young Married Lady. 1 think not; 1 usually find him 
lowering brandy and soda. ae 
s 


Mrs, Rumberry. 1 sce your little boy didn't go to school this 
morning, mum. _ | hope he ain't ill? a 

Mra, Bumblechick, No, mum, thank you; but he was a-playin 
with my purse this mornin’ early, and he went aud swollered 4 
half-rovereign, and | was afraid that if some of them there little 
Yarments ax goes to his school heard of it, they might try aud get 
it out of him, so I kep’ him at home. 


READ THE NEW TALE OF LIFE IN LONDON. 
WARHAWKS; 


The Mysteries of the City- 
SOCIETIES, Etc. 


Or, 
ASTOUNDING REVELATIONS OF SECRET 
Appearing Weekly in 


LARES! 


ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY. 


Saturday, March 30, 1895.) 
TOOTSIE AND THE NOTORIOUS ONE. 


—— 


I'vE scen and read about a good many “ props,” inanimate and 
alive und kicking. 


Clowns, from Joe Grimaldi downwards, have 
displayed a great fond- 
hess for “live props,” 
and the youthful pig 
has long been a sufferer 
at pantomime time, 
A pig, a8 a rule, does 
not care for a theatrical 
life, and can't abide 
clowns: but I once 
knew a pig who revelled 
in his professional 
duties — nay, more, it 
was a hard job to pre- 
vent him from coming 
on to the stage at the 
wrong time. He had 
but a subordinate part 
to fill, but he wanted 
to be “lead,” 

He, when he kept his 
place, had only to ap- 
pear in a comic farm- 
yard scene in the second 
act, but one night he 
strolled on in the last 
scene of the first act, 
discounting his own 
. proper entrance and 

queering the heroine. 

t was a snow scene, 
footsore, weary 
woman leading her 
child by the hand, 
crawls painfully on to 
Highgate Hill. The 
paper flakes are falling 
thick and fast, and as 
the wretched mother, 
dead-beat, einks fainting with exhaustion to the earth, the irre- 
iressoble grunter came sauntering in from the wing, and smelt at 
Ler foot. “ Murciful heavens, must I thus die? (Asse to the pig. 
“Goaway.”) Alnus! isthis the end?” (Aside tu the pig. “Get 
out.”) The Bow bells rang merrily out, and the curtain slowly 
descended. 

I wonder what they thought of that porcine comedian in front ? 
It was a good old wooden-headed, nut-cracking, provincial audi- 
ence. They did not laugh, they seemed to accept the pig in good 
faith, but they must have wondered what on earth the animal had 
to do with the plot. 

The strangest prop, however, I have yet come across is Mr. 
Pinero’s property ible in 
his last new play, Zhe No- 
torious Mra, Ebbamith, In 
the third act Mra. Ebbsmith, 
a re ‘see 

‘amp! a Bible given 
to her by the Rev. p ten 
Winterfield, an amiable di- 
vine, whose sister has taken 


Mrs, Exssmith: Mrs. CaTnick, CAMPBELL. 


a great liking to the no- 
torious one, a ialistic tub- 
thumper and confirmed 


Agnostic. The clergyman 
and his good lady want her 
to abandon her wicked ways 
(she is living with a married 
gentleman) and accompany 
them to their peaceful home, 
and on her refusal leave the 
Kible on the sofa by her side, 
Seeing it she snatches it up 
and hurls the sacred volume 
into the fire. Then suddenly 
repenting of what she has 
done she plunges her hand 
into the flames rescues: 
the volume, burning her 
hand more or less in 
doing so. As, on the first 
night, she clasped the 
injured Bible rapturously 
to her breast there were 
deafening thunders of ap- The Dube of St. Olphert's: Mu. JouN Dang. 
piause, 

_But a first night's audience is an exceptional one. On the sixth 
night it is not at all the same sort of thing. The wild enthusiasts 
are mlesie, and the somewhat dull, if highly respectable, church- 
going mi «le-class are present. Now, what will be the mighty 
middle-class's opinion of that Bible incident? The book thrown 
into the fire has all the appearance of a Bible. 1s it a real Bible?! 
Kealism is pushed far upon the Stage, but, perhaps, the line would 
be drawn at the Bible. Is it, then, a harmless, necessary prop, and 
if so, how will Clapham and the other suburbs look upon this 
incident! 1 have my doubts, 

True, the bad woman burns her hand, and serve her right. All 
wicked people should be burned, and will be probably ; but 
the question the ladies all asked 
one another the first night in 
the stalls, was, “ Why on earth 
did not she use the tongs?” 
Nobody in their senses plunges 
their hands into flames, except, 
perhaps, long ago, a Protestant 
marty, that I somewhere 


ut. 

Stay, though, I don't know 
much about Venice. Perhaps 
at Venice they don't count tongs 
among their tire-irons. Is it pos- 
sible that the scene was laid in 
Venice for the purpose of getting 
rid of the tongs! because it is 
certain sure that if thetongs had 
been used the sentimental saw- 
dust would have been knocked 
out of this famous situation. 

But, joking apart, you must 
all go as soon as ever you can 
to see Mr. Pinero's piece at the 
Garrick. The dialogue is full 
of the happiest thoughts nnd 
brightest lines. The characters 
nre limned by the hand of a 
master. The acting is excellent. 
Mrs. Patrick Campbell, who is 
always good in all she does, is 
seen at her best in this play. 
Mr. John Hare is very fine as 
the Wicked Duke, and Mr. 

Vee Forbes - Robertson works 
Lucas Cleeve: MR. FORBES-RoBERTSON. Wonders with an uncommonly 
, ungrateful part. Mr. Forbes- 
Robertson, as a treacherous Knight in Aing Arthur, as Lucas 
Cleeve in this piece and as somebody else in some other 
gee seems to be lately getting his name up as a bad young man. 
“hen are we to see him as genial Dr. Neil in that delightfully 
sympathetic comedy by Miss Clo Graves? 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4° PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


LOPER'’S PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 
Ss SCRIPTION OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN 
PRACIISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 
and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Aftections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath. Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
hess, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, etc. 


A VOICE FROM 
THE MEDICAL STAFF CORPS. 


St. George's Barracks, London, 
February 25th, 1895, 
Messrs. Gurory § Co, 

Sirs,—With reference to the bow of PILLS obtained 
from you, I cannot keep from letting you know the result. 
Ihave taken them carefully, and find that they have been 
avery valuable Medicine, I may also tell you I recom- 
mended them to Sergt. Horton, my comrade, who wishes me 
tu make the same remark—that they are a Wonderful 
Medicine. I can recommend them to all sufferers, 

I remain, yours faithfully, 
SERGT. GEORGE ELLISON, 
Medical Staff Corps. 
(Twelve Years’ Medical Experience.) 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


IF HE DOES NOT KEEP THEM 


SEND 9}° IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & Co., 


909 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


THE DYING MAN’S QUESTION. 

THE sun was setting in a blaze of glory, gilding the spires of the 
good but needy Hospital of St. Thomas and dancing brightly in the 
ripples of the muddy Thames. Within one of the accident wards, 
stretched upon a pallet and crushed almost out of recognition, Iny 
the victim of the runaway dray accident of two days before. His 
eyes wandered fitfully round the almost bare walls, till suddenly 
they rested upon an oak-cased date box, the legend displayed upon 


the face of which ran: 
TUESDAY, 
26 
MARCH. 


The r fellow gave a fitful start as hia discoloured eyes fell 
upon the words and figures. What memories had that common- 
place announcement awakened? Who can eay? Mayhap of a 
childish face, enshrined in golden curls; maybe of a lost love's 
Dirthday, and of times that were fair and life was full of promise. 

Perceiving that he{moved slightly, a good, kind nurse, in spot- 
less cotton gown and starched cap came to his bedside. His eyes 
lit up with n pleased smile; he raised one hand feebly as though 
to detain her. Presently, with a few noddings of the r 
bandaged head and beckonings with the crushed forefinger of the 
right hand, he gave her to understand that he wished her to bend 
her head that he might whisper something into her ear—a dying 
man’s last wish, perhaps. 

Kindly and reverently she bent down to him: he could only 
whisper feebly and in gasps. 

ee one — service — you —can — do — me — if —you— 
will—? 

A paroxysm of coughing followed the exertion of speaking and 
for near a minute the wretched man fell back upon his bedding 
and barked in truly heartbreaking fashion, 

“Of course, 1 will, what is it—what is it?” And the good 
creature applied her handkerchief, dipped in refreshing Law de 
Cologne to his feverish forehead. Again he signalled her to bend 
down over him, and she did, 

“ Will — you — send — out — for a—Star—and—tell—me—what's 
won the Linkin 'Andicap—and if—Dumbarton’s won—you're on a 
pair of—pair of —” 

The severe fit of coughing which once again came on and inter- 
rupted him forced him to fall back again. When he came to the 
nurse had tlown—indeed, she was at the extreme end of the ward, 
where she had opened the harmonium and was playing : “‘ One was 
out on the hills ustray, far off from the gates of gold” in what the 
sufferer described as “quite a personal” manner! 


MAN AND WIFE. 

HE'D got home early that evening. Partly because she'd said 
something over the breakfast table about men whv wouldn't go 
home at all if they hadn't got so used to sleeping in their own 
beds that they couldn't rest properly in strange ones, and partly 
because he really thought a night's rest from the whisky would do 
him a real lasting good turn. So he sat by the fire and tried to be 
sleasant. 
ve Hullo,” he enid, picking up The Gentlewoman, “the one subject 
in the wide world that interests you women—frocks! Ha, what's 
this: ‘There is no longer any doubt that the smartest Spring 
Ae pil be worn longer than usual.’ Did you read that, 

linnie?” 

“1 did,” she replied, looking wearily up from her sewing, “and 
must confess thut it has set me wondering.” 

He had serious doubts about the wisdom of pursuing the subject 
further, and yet he did not see how he could well drop it. 

“You did, eh?) On what poirt. Minnie?” 

“On the point of material, James,” she replied; “for if the 
smartest Spring frocks are to be worn jonger than [ wore that one 
you bought me when Wolf's Crag won at Lincoln, two years back, 
Wm blowed if I don’t think .hey'll have to be made of sheet 
iron!” 

Then he did what he might wisely have done before—dropped 
the fashion discussion, 

a 
«hk 


< 
as % 


Avow stand on me, an’ be a man ora mouse, Go straight 


THE COSTER’S LUCK. 


~~. 


THE landlord of the Sun and Blacking Brush stood at his 
private-bar entrance, pufting away ata cigur, inhaling the peculiar 
odour which in Clare Market does duty for a morning breeze. 

A truly magniticent 
animal, this selfsame 
landlord, with the glory 
of his bullet head and 
muscular frame empha- 
sised by the snowy 
eeusooe of a spotless 
shirt, and the massive 
impressiveness of acable 
chain. 

So at least thought 
Dibs, the coster, ns he 
lounged on the opposite 
curb, surveying him. 

“S'welp = me!” he 
muttered inwardly, 
“there's a bloke to be 
envied if yer like. Lives 
like a fightin’ cock, togs 
‘isself aart like a bloom- 
in’ dook. an’ could lay 
is ‘und on a couple of 
*und'ed quid if'e wanted 
it, Ml be bound! An’ 
‘eream I fair daarn on 
my luck—stock-money 
all gone—an' not a penny 
to put on Shuffler for the 
Linkin’ Handicap this 
arternoon, an’ — old 
Jimmy Crawly told me 
to go and back it a fort. 
ni't ago—an’ 'e's as true asa bloomin’ Bible, ‘e is !—never give me 
a loser in ‘is natural! S'welp me, if it ain't fair perishin’ ! 

And musing thus, he drew from his fob the only shilling he 
possessed in the world, and looking at it thoughtfully, continued, 
Us Blow it! 1] ve ‘arf a-mind to put it on Shufter—an’ yet [ can't do 
wivout a bit o grub, No; UM just ‘ave ‘arf a pint for a livener, 
then a bit of bre'kfus’ an’ see if anyfink turns up.” 

Crossing the road, he was greeted with a patronising “ Mornin’ 
Dibs!” from the landlord, to which he responded with a brie? 
is Mornin’, boss!” and pushing open the swinging door of 
the “four ‘arf” compartment, he glanced round the empty bar, 
called for ‘arf a pint, and flung down his shilling. 

He took a swig at the pewter, and then, in the very act of 
replacing it upon the counter, received a sudden shock. The 
tow-headed barmaid had deposited nineteen and elevenpence 
change in front of him, and was turning hanghtily away to attend 
to another customer, 

Now, had Dibs been a simp!e English gentleman, or an average 
Christinn, or even one 
of nature's _noble- 
men, he would have 
recalled the tow-headed 
one and requested her 
to rectify the error. 
But being simply a 
shrewd, common ¥ 
impecunious coster, he 
xmbbed the change, 
linished his drink, and 
hastily withdrew. 

“Well if this,” he 
murmured joyously, 
hurrying along, “ain't 
wot my id mov. 
ver would call Divine 


The Landlord. 


Provvydince, may ] be 
struck pink { Chan 
for a quid! This 
my anrt for a 
cert! This means ‘arf 
n quid on Shuftler, an'a 
barrer-load of stoc«. 
S'welp me never! if 
this ain't a fuly beano, 
an’ no error:” 

e J .] 

“Now, look _ here, 
Diba," remarked old 


A sudden shock, 


ing. “You've won twenty p’un’ over Shuffler, ain't bad Well, 


in the mornin’ an’ ‘ave the whole bilin’ lot on Blister for the 
National. It's ten to one now! that'll be two hundred to twenty. 
It's the biggest oop as ever was—an’ don't you think as I don't 
know nothin’—for | do! An’ I'm tellin’ yer!” - 

7 


* J e * e 

It was Friday night, and the Sun and Blacking Brush was 
crowded ; yet despite the congratulations peaped upon Dibs anent 
the gallant victory of Blister in the Grand National that afternoon, 
our hero's face wore an expression of doubt and uneasiness, For, 
sad to relate, Jimmy Crawly had whispered him an hour previously 
that there was a possibility of Socks (the local bookmaker who 
kept a small hosiery shop fora “ blind”) “taking the knock” on 
the morrow : “I know he's rare bad ng‘in tnis ‘orse,” the oracle 
had said, “an’ my information comes from the right quarter—but 
we must ‘ope for the best.”’ 

“TI suppose Socks 7s all right, boss?" Dibs hazarded confi- 
dentially to the land. oe j 
lord for the fifth time. ~) 

“Right?” echoed - 
the questioned one, 
with magnificent 
scorn. “Why, he’s 2 
stone safer than the 
Bank of England. 
Here! you_reem very 
anxious, bs — just 
step round the_ bar 
into my room. Right 
youare. Now I'll tell 
vou what I'll do. 

ou've got two hun- ¥ 

an’ twenty to 
draw in the mornin’— 
Socks told me himself 
about the bet. Now 
T'll buy it off you. ri 
give you two hundred 
down, ready, this very 
minute; only you 
must run round with 
me in the mornin’ an’ 
authorize Socks to pay 
me the two hundred 
an’ twenty. — Here's 
the money. Will vou 
take it?) And Dibs 
took it. And in the 
morning sure enough Socks had “taken the postman,” and the 
place which had known him once knew him no more. 

“It's Provvydinee, Jimmy.” observed Dibs, with deep emotion, 
“that's what it is, Divine Provvydince! Do yer know anything 
good for to-day 7?” 


‘ 


“It's Provvydince, Jimmy.” 


WHAT HE THOUGHT. 


“Tdon't know much about the game, but are you what 
they calla half-back ¢° “No; Pm forward,” 


6° Miss Sloper will he delishted to reecive photographs from those 


other trends whose portraits have not wet been inserted, 


TOOTSIEF’S FRIENDS. 


No. 334.—Miss KATE NEVERIST. 
“Her beauty must enrapture all beholders.”. — The Dook Snook, 
“A love like mine should surciy meet reward.” —tlLord Keb, 
“ Mad, mad was I, to hope to gain her love!" — Zhe Hon, Billy. 


“Cheer up, old clip, they can't vive her more than ten 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


WAITING FOR THE VERDICT. 
thousand damages !* 


ONE CONSOLATION. 
Jory (to vanquished champion of the Orford cause), T fink ‘ce's 
licked yer, Ball, Ne’ee mind, you'll be ail the more Crturd wow 
you've yot them two dark blue rings round yer eyes 1" 


(Saturday, March 20, 1695, 


“My hnsband says it is mot at all necessary 
to visit the South of Franwe tu recoup ones-it 
after an attack of the iufluenza, To must try 
something in the fever hue next.”— ferry) 
Jrom Letter of Young Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—MR. ALBERT BROUGH. 


Tre GREAT BATTERSEA 
(ANT! 
Ow view AT 
PAI LOEW Court 
HOME GROWN, 
JAN HO DECEPTION! 


Paice TO VIEW | : 


The other evening A. SLOPER henoure | the Sont’: Loudon Palace with his presence, 
The audience rose as Le entered, ant the haml stine ; un" See the Conquering Hero,” 
asusnal A. SLOPE smiled graciously, bowel, an | took his seat. Presently it was 
Mr. Albert Brough, the Nottinzhaim Giant's turn. He appeared in all the panoply of 
war. A. SLAVE rose, and by stepping on to the kettle drums in the orchestra gainet 
the stage. * Ladies and blokes,” cried he, in hi« clear, penetrating voice,“ 1 am 
abvunt to yive you a treat——" (“ Pot o° four ‘alf for me, ob Stosher! * froin a fellow 
at the back of the gallery)—“an intellectual treat.” (@roans.) “TI am going to 
interview our stalwart friewl here before you!" (Vo response.) “ Well, Albert, my 
boy, | might have guessed your name was lrourh.” “Indeel! Why, Mr. SLorER?” 
* Because that name aud great mew are so clusely assoviated.” “ Here, here!" from 
Lal, who happened to be sitting in a private box. “Onler, order, Lionel!" sait 
A. SLOPER, reprovingly. © Laties and blokes, Mr. Albert Broayh will conmence by 
smoking a cigar with me,” and the Eminent produced two of the biggest he could get 
in all Battersea for twopence.—(1) “Take a light, my boy.” Me. Brough took a 
light, and a whiff--only one. * First, 1 understand that you are the proprietor of a 
pub, in Nottingham?” “Perfectly correct.” “Just so. I will come and stay a 
mouth with you, Albert, my boy, and you shall put me on the free list. I always do 


THE ELDER IS RIGHTEOUSLY 


all in my power to snpport a frien]. Nay, thank me not." “T have no intention of 
doing so, Mit, SLOPER.  “ Lavdies and blokes,” said the Eminent, "our frieud here i 

like many giants previously exh ala Weak-koeed, weedy individual, He 
delights in the national sports of olf England, at cricket and football he is, Pe 
assure you, 2 perfect datster—correct me, Albert, if Tam wrong, Our youn: 
extensive friend ia all real, and a hidden framework of iron supports him not— without 
yor could compare his thews to that useful metal—(2) 1 will prove this, belie 
wad blokes, conclusively, by inserting this bonnet pin, lite the property of iy voel 
luly, into his leg.” Jove? hotv A. SLoerR fled !- fled as he had never ted befor’! 
* Dear me!” said be, when he found he was not pursued, * 1 nust have left that pur 
in his leg! A pity, a3 1 intended to place it in my museum.” But the interview taut 
given him an idea how to earn an honest pound or s4,—(3) Next day might hove 
been seen Alexandry encased in sindwich boards, which informed the public that the 
Great Battersea Giant, home vrown, was on view (lor a consideration) at Miblew 
Conrt.—() The exhibition might have hwl a long rua leet A. SLoOrkte taken + 
little trouble in perfecting poor little Jnbilee in the nse of stilts, but the bitter 
came to grief at the first show. The nndience, a gnileless youth, demanded bi 
money back, Did he get it? Not much! What do you thiuk ? 


INDIGNANT. 


(1) MeNab last Sabbath mornin’, feelin’ vera dry, was trying to get into the Thistle Inn, “ Losh me,” sail he, 
“here comes the Laird and Meenister : I mann get oot o° their <icht.” 
ane o’ your Elders, Meenister,” the Laird was eayiug, wi’ a tear drop in his e’e, “is sippiu’ the life blood o' the Kirk.” 


“2 & 


© The hipucriay an’ the drinkin’ habit o° 


(2) “ Laird! Laird! be canny,” whispered the Meenister. “ Yo 
never ken where that backslider McNab is. 
it be wus to see us iudulgiu’ iu drams on the Sabbath worn.” 


Tt would be awfu’ 


(3) T hae slaughtered them in my righteous wrath, bnt, stan 7 
me, what ure we to due wi’ a deed Meenister. Weel. “""" 


maun ¢ en gang an’ sit under that buir cratir at the U.!" * 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 

Here we are again, Ladies and Gentlemen, on the eve of another great Boat Race. How = Jreland's anlky still, I fear :—Some good advice ta Coborn gay, Was proffered but the other day :— 

-xtraordinarily fast time does pass, to be sure, Why, a man reaches the stage of baldheadedness he gallant: Frenchman treats with acorn, The cockacy'a long-xpun yarn forlorn :—The Cup of 

almost before he has begun to appreciate the fact ‘that he is alive. But to business :-—Thowgh = Waterloo owas fought, By Greyhounds of the gremer sort :—IJn politics great Haggard bold, 

not a erime, loud snoring will A neighbour with great horror fill:;—A young apprentice bad Will avon be heard of, Lam tetd.—It you intend putting 9 lite bit-on the Boat Race, take my 
wad bold, Skedaddles with his masters gold :—Both crime and oof are searer, Lhear, Bat advice aud don’t back against the dark blnes.——THE SLOVERIAN SHOWMAN, 


AT THE BALL. 


THE LADIES’ FOOTBALL CLUB. 
Maud. I think we shall win, dear: I met the referee last week 
and dirted with Lim dreadfully. 


A FANCY SKETCH. 
“ Tue Ally-balmy Coon.” 


—) Wee ou ; 
Yee Antiquare, Now, then, you idivt, you've beem buying ss <2 a 
“vibe lnere armour, 

Mr, Antiquary, Yea, my dear, but just see how handy this 
@urget will come in to use for a bib for tue baby. 


SCHOOL BORED 
“What's he got to talk abont?” “I don't know. But he talks about what he hasn't got.” “So wise, #0 young, they say do ne‘er live long.” 
“Whut's that?” “ Money.” —Shakespeare, Richard 111. 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—~—_— 


PUBLIC interest in the Boat Race, we are told, ie yearly 
decreasing. Perhaps it is, but among rowing and riverside people 
at least, the excitement over 
this annual aquatic contest 
is as great as ever, College 
men, too, and their friends 
and relations are generally 
very keen on the struggle 
between the Universities. 
It is for this reason that 
everybody at Mildew Court 
. is ina flutter of excitement. 
A. SLOPER was a University 
man, and although no 
actual record exists of his 
ever having been in resi- 
dence at either Oxford or 
Cambridge, both fight 
dearly for the honour, and 
A. SLOPER prefers to leave 
the matter an open ques- 
tion, He's always all there 
on Boatrace day, though 
his ardour nothing damped 
since the time his college 
eight was head of the river. 


s 

Mr. RipEk HaGGarD 
evidently yearns for politi- 
cal as well as literary fame, 
He has been adopted as 
agricultural and Conser- 
vative candidate for East Norfolk. Hitherto A. SLOPER has been, 
perhans the most famous man of letters in the House of Common 
and who shall dispute his title even should the novelist be elected 

ss 


s 

AN almost entire change of the variety programme has taken 
place at the Royal Aquarium, at which popular place of entertain- 
ment the Annual Fisheries Exhibition has now opened. The new 
turns include a renlly marvellous juggler, Clivette ; Madame Fillis 
in her revolving globe performance ; the amphibious Ondine and 
Sylvia; the Musical Povellos, and some highly intelligent perform- 
jug goats, *\° 


THE trial concerning the electoral frauds committed at Toulouse 

caused much excitement in Paris. From the disclosures 

already made, there is no doubt that the system under which they 
were possible, was much Zuulouse. 
ee 


s 
THINGS are Coprensingly dull just now, but that is always the 
case during Lent, and, of course, strictly right and proper, and just 
as it should be. Black and violets 
appear to be the favourite feminine 
attire, but as soon as Easter is over 
loveliness will burst upon our 
delighted vision in all the glory of 
the New Spring Fashions, and 
things all round will, no doubt, 
wake up, and the m com. 
mence in good earnest, 
ss 
s 

No one who knew him, either 
personaliy or publicly, but will 
sincerely regret the death of isa 
Corney Grain. Best of good fellows 
he had endeared himself to a host 
of friends by his geniality, his wit, \~ 
and his Crapagreg & to a big section 

0 


of the public by his unique powers 
asan entertainer. One of his greatest 
charms was the absolute refine- 
ment of his delightful humour ; his 
work for twenty poem's was free from 
the slightest vulgarity or sugges- 
tiveness. to satire i = 
pungen' ut ever kindly. 8 
Mats, Stee at the faults and petty © 
follies of society, struck home 
always, but they left no ating. 
We shall, indeed, miss the brilliant, 
popular humorist sadly. 


s 

THE Timeworn Effigy has this day conferred the ‘“ Award of 
Merit’upon Ceci, TREMAYNE, Because he composed the “ HALF- 
Houipay" Waltz. “Feyther,’ remarked he of the Cerulean 
Peepers, “you tnke my tip, this ‘ere ix going to be the waltz of the 
season. It'sa lovely toon; just yuu listen while I ‘uma few bars 
and—.” But the Agéd wasn’t taking any, and once again did 
Alexandry flee in horror from the paternal wrath. 


THEATRE-GOERS in search of a real good thing in the way of 

ays must not fail to patronise the Artist's Model at Daly's 

heatre. Artists’ models are always interesting studies, and the 
one in question is certainly no exception to the rule, 


s 
TooTsiFE has been and gone and done it now. Aunt Geeser 
overheard her telling Lardi that it was quite n mistake of Mr. 
Cruft not to bench Aunt G. at the recent Cat Show; and now 
the old lady is going tu cut Tootsie clean out of her will, 


THE fortunes of the Strand Theatre are recovering under the 
enpable managership of Mr. E. F. Bradley. Mr. Sidney's amusing 
farcical comedy 
has caught on 
wonderfully, 
and, indeed, it 
couid not fail to 
do otherwise. A 


Lwin 

is full. of ened 
from start to fin- 
ish, and many of 
the humorous 
situations are de- 
lchtfully novel. 
Excellently well 
a:ted by a com. 
piny which in- 
ciudes the au- 
thor, Mr. W. H. 
Day, Mr. Oswald 
Yorke, Mr. 
Alfred Maltby, 
Miss May Whit- 
tv, Miss Nancy 
Noel, and Miss 
Lizzie Hender- 
son, the piece 
should fill the 
cheery little 
Strand for 
months, 

es 


s 
THE passion 
for gambling is so great in Society circles that it is considered 
necessary to place on wedding notices the words “No Cards.” 
Is this at the instigation of Mr. Hawke, of Anti-Gambling fame? 
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BESIDES possessing the biggest railway junction in the British 
Isles Battersea can now claim two Music-halls, The Washington, 
ao ably presided over by Pony 
Moore, of course everyone knows 
about. The Grand, though situated 
immediately — opposite Clapham 
Junction Station, is, perhaps, not so 
familiar to Music-hall frequenters. 
Nevertheless the entertainment 
provided at the Grand is always of 
the A-1 order, and last week the pro- 
gramme included the names of such 
renowned artists as Dan Leno and 
Charles Collette, . 


* 

Mr. T. G. MIpDDLEBROOK, F.OS., 
the popular host of The Edinburgh 
Castle, Mornington Road, N.W., 
has just uired an interesting 
addition to his museum, This is an 
alabaster model, nine feet high, of 
the famous pillar which the Emperor 
Alexander decreed should be made 
from the 1,131 pieces of ordnance 
abandoned by Napoleon on_ his 
retreat from Moscow. The m 
has been purchased from the United 
Service Institution, in whose posses- 
sion it has been since 1848, and 
cannot fail to prove a big source of 
attraction, “9 


IDEAL Husbands are not so 
numerous that we can afford to 
neglect them when we drop across them, This being the case do 
not fail to pay a visit to the Haymarket Theatre before the play in 
question is withdrawn. ° 


THERE is no truth in the statement that this is the last season 
of the Mildew Court Hounds, Though A. SLOPER'S pressing 
duties and creditors compelled him to resign the Mastership he 
still continues his subscription and patronage, and will leave no 
stone unturned to see that the glorious traditions of the famous 
pack are continued. *° 


Gop has at Inst been discovered in London, and by A. SLOPER. 
Whilst mooching about the a og ga last week the 
Eminent drop across 8 gold mine in full working order. The 
Ancient advises his friends to pay a visit to the Aquarium at the 
earliest opportunity. The sight of the gold will encourage them 
to go in and win some of it. *,° 


HavinG failed to support his colt at a remunerative for 
the Grand National, A. SLOPER scratched the Skunk for that race 
on Monday evening last. Sloperites will be pleased to hear that 
the scratching has had no detrimental effect on the health of the 
horse. o 


THERE have been some novel sights witnessed in Piccadilly 
during the —— of this popular thoroughfare, but noue so 


novel, we 

think. than one vis- [eseren hn 
ible on a certain HALL- lil'} 
evening during the . li) 


week before last. 
At about 12 P.M. 
the whole street 
was crowded with 
Hallelujah Lasses, 
who, together with 
their salvation 
leader, made the 
whole atmosphere 
ring with discor- 
dant music and 
loud unharmonious 
singing. What the 
Salvation Army 
will be up to next 
it is difficult to sur- 
mise, but it seems 
to us that Picca- 
dilly is hardly the 
place for respect- 
able lasses at mid- 
night. « « 
s 


THE nomination 
of a new Spenker seems to be creating a considerable amount 
of disturbance in political circles. Perhaps A. SLOPER might be 
permitted to sugpeet the name of Mr. Iky Moses as an eligible 
candidate. His knowledge of things general is unquestionable. 


IN spite of the fact that both A. SLOPER and Prince Bismarck 
were born on the tf the first of April still continues to be 
dedicated to practical joking of the most idiotic «description. 
When will the world learn to treat the birthdays of its greatest 
men with proper reverence? « « 

2 


GREAT consternation was caused the other day among the Fleet 
Street publicans by the rumour that McGooseley had been seen 
with the Blue Ribbon in his button-hole. The fears proved ground. 
less, however ; it was only Mac’s Boat Race favour aro! all the 
excitement. *.° 


THE time when football will be banished in favour of cricket is 
rapidly approaching, and already are the followers of the latter 
popular pastime polishing up 
their utensils in anticipation 
of the happy time in store for 
them. There are, ‘tis true, a 
few more important football 
matches to played, firat 
and foremost among which is 
the final tie for the English 
Cup. Curiously enough both 
teams which have survived 
the preliminary ordeal hail 
from _ Birmingham, and, 
naturally, §Brummagemites 
are at Bre talking very 
big. Well, they are justitied 
in doing so. Aston Villa and 
the West Bromwich Albion 
are teams which any town 
might be proud to possess, 


It is not generally known, 
but one of the greatest points 


in the training of the Univer- 

sity crews has been the forced if, f; if / 
abstention froma perusal of / {| 
Larks! The trainer rightly H 
feared that the men would \ y | 
never get their weight down 4 '{H/)/g 
unless their weekly ha'porth °°"! 
was stopped. Laugh and 
grow fat, you know, But all 
the missed numbers of our champion comic are being saved for 
em and won't there be a rush for them when the race is 
all over! 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR FORK THR WEKK ENDING APKIL 6TH, 1896, 
——e 


3ilst March, 1886.—A newspaper of this date describes 
removal of the clephant “ Alice” from the Zoological Gardens ne 
the Millwall docks, The cage in which she was secured weighe 
with its contents about ten tons, and was dragged by nine horse, 
A large crowd followed. The cage was lowered into a barge which, 
was towed alongside the Egyptian Monarch, and some heavy 
tackle was passed round it. After some hours Alice was succes;. 
fully hoisted on board. She was fairly quiet on her way down t, 
the docks, but during the int provess she injured her ear 
One of her old keepers accompanied her to New York. - 


ist A 1770,—This day was born C. H. Simpson, the far 
Master of the Ceremonies, at Vauxhall Gardens, where his amiable 
eccentricities were good-humouredly laughed at by the patrons 
“The Royal Property.” In his memoirs he says: “IL weleonu| 
the Truly Illustrious, Noble and a Personages, and 
their Truly Noble, Amiable and Accomp! ished Ladies ina highly 
satisfactory manner to Myself and them.” 


Qnd A 1870.—Edmund Phelps, the son of 
Pivive died this day, aged 32. "He made his first London cone 
ance as * Ulric” in Warner at Sadler's Wells. 


Srd April, 1800.—A newspaper of this date says: “During 
the siege Parisians uired a taste for horseflesh, Ak Crores 
their aversion to it, which is almost the same thing. What js 
more, the demand for it does not tend to diminish. There are to. 
day 132 butchers in the city who sell the meat of horses, donkeys, 
and mules. In 1887 there were 127 of these tradesmen. Then 
actually exist in the Depa’ nt of the Seine two slaughter-yards fur 
these beasts of burden, one at Villejuif and the other at Pantin, 
Last year no fewer than 16,940 horses, 241 a and 43 mules 
were sacrificed for human food. Where the animals were obtained 
is not stated, and it is advisable to ask no questions. Horse-tlesh 
and donkey-meat are sometimes served up ex nature, but gener. 
ally they form the material for sausages.” 


4th April, 1863.—Fourness Rolfe made his first a 
this day = Captain Macheath " in the Beggar's — 


Sth A) 1801.—This day it was reported that during t 
Bite hg Romeo and Juliet by some amateurs in the Gane 
chester Cathedral Schools, the scene in which Mercutio and Tybalt 
fight a duel with swords was reached, when Romeo, as usual, 
parted the combatants as Mercusio fell to the ground, saying, “| 
am hurt. A pew o’ both your houses! Iam sped ; is he gone, 
and hath nothing?" Both words and action in the play, no 
notice was taken of them until blood was seen to be flowing from 
Mercutio’s nose and mouth. He was at once taken to the hospital ; 
but he died before reaching that institution. A mortem 
examination showed that a sword had penetrated his chest toa 
depth of seven inches. The d was Thomas Wilson Whaller, 
and he was nineteen years of age. Ernest Thompson, who plased 
the part of Tybalt, said that when he saw the deceased fall he 
thought he must have hurt him. No one else could apg have 
caused the wound. After he saw the blood flowing from the 
deceased's mouth he fainted, and remembered nothing more. He 
had had no —— with swords of the kind sod in the per. 
formance. but had frequently fenced with foils. He had not the 
slightest idea that he had used sufficient force to cause any wound. 


6th A 1888.—A series of fearful murders were reported 
this day by a Vienna correspondent to have been committed in the 
neighbourhood of Temesvar. A man condemned for murdering 
his mother, to twenty years’ imprisonment, was released last week 
on ticket-of-leave. He repaired at once to his native village, and 
called at the residence of the justice of the peace, at whom he 
tired a revolver. The bullet hit the official's wife, who fell dead 
instantly. The murderer then visited the village notary, and, 
tinding he was nbsent, fired upon his substitute, and killed hitn, 
On leaving the premises he shot the ner and a stranger who 
happened to be passing by. He then went to his own house, where 
shortly afterwards the local magistrate, accompanied by several 
gendarmes, went to arrest him. They found his wife and child 
murdered. The assassin himself had not been captured when this 
news left Temesvar. 
. ———— 


THE UPS AND DOWNS OF THE 
SLOPER FAMILY. 


No. 11.—How THE Twins CAUGHT THE FASHIONABLE 
COMPLAINT. 


“ My love, my leva dearest love,” 
Said SLOPER, with his heart o'erflowing, 
“1 fear that to the realms above 
Our twins, our precious twins, are going,” 
“ Good lawk-a-days ! why think ye thus?” 
Remarked his wife, with tea frenzy. 
“Tm sure,” replied the Cobwebbed Cuss, 
“I'm sure they’ve got the influenszy. 
Yet cease your tearful ebullitions ; 
I'll ly post-haste for three physicians.” 


The doctors came—all men of fame. 

es madam, leave the room, we pray ! 
Your whines disturb each infant ; 

But you, SLOPERIUS, yeu may stay. 
Yet, firstly, madam, leave one ani 

That we may send for Irish whis y— 
The only thing to cure each kid 

Of this complaint, so grave, so risky !” 
This sapient scheme the three submitted ; 
The dame threw down a quid, and quitted ! 


That consultation took five hours ; 

Five hours the dame her hands sat wringing ; 
And then she heard—oh, gracious Powers !— 

A jocund sound of jovial singing 


From sick-room come, She thither flew, 
And found three beards (put on too loosely) 
Had from three : and knew 


faces dropped : 
That Iky Mo, Dook Snook, McGooseley, 
In order to procure a spree 
For them and ALLY SLOPER, free, 
Had personated doctors three, 
While the twins were well as well could be ! 


eee 


returned he enquired of the oftice boy if anyone 
expected a poet, whom he intended to throw downstairs. * }¢* | 
was the reply. “Was he a poet?” The boy didn't know. “)) 
he wear a rapt expression?” “Oh, yes, his mg was rap) 
over,” answered the youth, “and hes goin’ to call agin. 
show him in.” Ten minutes later the visitor was 
the Editor—but we will draw a curtain over the painf af 
which ensued. The man was a prize-fighter, and he had Creel 
lick the Editor for some allusion to the noble art of self-defen™ 
which he considered was of a personal character, and now an ob 
boy is wanted who knows the difference between rapt and rappe 
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THE NEW THUMB-SCREW. 
(Sociologists have of late discovered that the thumb is an important 


to character, See examples 3 
KEEP your aye 
upon the 
thumb 
Of whosoe'er may 


come 
To visit or do busi- 
ness with you 
—yea, for any 


How can | BfttEvEe yeu 
row ve youn Treva ' 


Is a witness (al- 
though dumb) 


to cunning—if 
you watch it 
and keep 


mum 
The thumb, the 


thum 
The simple hu- 
man thumb, 
Can indicate | 
one is 
“ straight,” 
Or if his ways 
are “rum.” 
For the trim, truth-telling thumb, 
Ifa esta game is “rum,” 
Will draw itself back to’ards the palm, as if to say “O come!” 
But if he'd make things hum— 
In the manner of a chum— 
Then the newest “ Index ” will keep straight—all doubting to 
benumb— 


Thus the thumb, the thumb, 
The silent, artful thum 
Can tell the difference e’en 'twixt Tweedledee and Tweedledum. 


—-—— 


A BOAT-RACE ROMANCE. 

Yes, it was extremely indiscreet, not to say rash, of young 
fred Henry. Barring the occasion on which he pulled bow oar 
about ten minutes, during his annual fortnight at Maret, he 
never done any rowing in his life; and yet here he was 
mnly pledged to escort t e auburn-haired divinity of the Cat 
Kittens to the Boat Race, and row her up from Putney to 
ere they could get a good view of the passing crews. Edith—he 
led her Edith by virtue of long acquaintance and the innumer- 
le bitters he had accepted from her fair s—had only 
sented to favour him on the condition that he did the thing in 
le, as she termed it, and Alfred Henry had yielded against his 
ter judgment. 
for Edith, she was herself determined that the day should 

more than one victory. 
fred Henry was a man 
r her own heart, the 
ler, susceptible little 
rt, that for more years 
n she cared to think of, 
il fluttered beneath her 
nua corsets, She was tired 
the bar and its conquests, 
1 sighed for the sober, 

e peaceful der of domes- 
ty, and in Alfred Henry 
thought she had found 
man who was willing to 
them to her. It was 
h the full determination, 
refore, to bring him to 
point, that she donned 
natty little pes | coa- 
e, and sallied forth full 
hope and an early lunch 
the appointed place of 


ting. 
Ifred Henry was there, 
smirks and straw hat, and as he gazed in admiration at his win- 
me companion, and noted the dainty freshnexs of her get-up, hia 
pughts wandered to a particularly neat little villa he knew of 
wn Camberwell way, and he could not help thinking that he 
ight do far worse than ask Edith to become its mistress. 
But these cogitations were interrupted by a hail from the boat- 
y. The craft was ready, and, with a sinking heart, young Alfred 
mry realised that the dangers of the day had commenced. 
efully he handed his fair companion into the boat, pushed off, 
d, with a few awkward strokes, was well into the middle of the 
eam. Space forbids me to dwell upon that perilous voyage ; it 
short but full, very full of incident. Alfred Remy lost his 
1 at last ;the language some of the people he ran down used 
really so very awful it quis unnerved him. Exactly ten 
nutes from the start he and Edith were hauled ashore after a 
prt battle with the relentless waters and were taken in to dry at 
nearest hostelry. 


e e ° * * . 

‘There's two things to be thankful for, anyhow,” soltloqnaed 
ith, as she curled herself up between the hot blankets. “ Firstly, 
t he was too agitated to notice that my complexion had drifted 
nN stream, and secondly, that I never lost hold of the boat. If 
once let ip that cork leg of mine would have sent me head 
nmost and given away the show at once.” 


— 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 29.—THe JOLLY TRAVELLERS GIRL. 


FR jONy jolly travellers, 
Who, when your walks ye 
take, 

Are fain to sit 

And smoke a bit, 
And your thirstiness to slake, 
Il tell you at what house ‘tis 
best 
To break your march, refresh, 


and rest. 
Of gay, glad fancies 
Sweet girl-glances 
Will in your brains be ravel- 
lers 
If on your way 
You'll wisely stay 
At the sign of the Jolly 
Travellers. 


Ye jolly, jolly travellers, 
The icon why is this: 
Ye'll find a smiling, 
Witching, wiling, 
Care-beguiling miss 
Within that house, whose ways 
so nice 
Wiil make the place seem Paradise. 
And ye shall tind 
That at my kind 
Advice ye'll ne'er be cavillers, 
When once ye've seen 
The buffet-queen 
At the sign of the Jolly Travellers, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX, 


—— 


PALACE THEATRE, March 14th, 1895. 
My DEAR ALLY SLOPER,—I cannot say how proud you have 
me. To be admitted to your close dship, to be made the 
duly certificated pal of the —_— humorist and finest judge of 
“ Unsweetened ” the world ever seen, has been the 
my life. And now the subtly-worded, beautifully-illustrated, 
deftly-signed “ Award” is mine. Mine! It seems too good to be 
true, 1 only hope I may live to deserve it. As you will see by 
address, I have answered Alexandry's query by going on the ‘alls, 
and am happy to inform him that up to the present both 
audiences and critics have been more than kind to him who will be 
ans sage men Neeeatt +n fret cles F.O.8. 
— e England for 8. ica, on an eight weeks tour, on 
the 23rd inst., and the precious “ Award ” goes with me. : 
_ een 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 24.—HUMPHREY ROMANO SLOPER. 
= ‘i Born, 1539. Beheaded, 1575. 

UMPHREY ROMANO had already sown a plentiful crop of wild 
oats when the demise of his father placed hind i mice of the 
title and estates. Of noble bearing and courtly manners, his 
parents’ wealth had procured for him the rare advantage of a fairly 
decent education, and he had already given many signs of dis- 
tinguishing himself, when the death of Polonius Antonio made 1 
ooh of him. The ——_ Elizabeth herself had, it was whispered, 

ng regarded the handsome young courtier with favourable eyes ; 
but Humphrey Romano had seen too much of her majesty’s treat- 
ment of her favourites to feel altogether comfortable over it. *Lixa 
was a nailer for jealousy, and if she once took it into her royal 
noddle that any mash of hers had even so much as winked a single 
hair of his eyelash at anything else in petticoats, it was a case of 
“ orf with ‘is ead.” Humphrey no knew this pleasant little 
trait in her character only too well, and it caused him to shiver in 
his rosetted shoes, 

But he was too ambitious to cut himself voluntarily from Court 
Society. The Queen showered favours oe him, and though the 
Earl of Essex, Sir Walter Raleigh, and other whilom favourites did 


es] 

was introduced to Elizabeth, and it is not too much to say 
that but for Humphrey Romano our greatest poet might have lived 
ba So pe a ne : 

one day t! ueen's eyes were opened to the treachery of the 
man with whom she had at length resolved to share her crown. 
Entering his private apartments in the Palace one evening, to 
consult him upon some urgent matter of state, Elizabeth's 
infuriated gaze encountered a sight that roused all the fiendish 
anger and cruelty of her nature. Humphrey Romano eat dandling 
one of the tiest Maids of Honour upon his knee, whilst the 
dainty wench initiated him into the mysteries of scratch-cradle, 
affectionately interspersing the lesson with kisses. 

That night Humphrey:Romano was thrown into the Tower. A 
little political trickery was enough to convict him of being con- 
ce in the Mary Queen of Scots conspiracy, and he was 
condemned to death. In happier times, Elizabeth had given him 
a toothpick, promising to ns any favour if he sent it to 
her in time of trouble. e Baron asked for his life, but 
the messenger was bribed not to deliver the letter, and Humphrey 
Romano perished on the block. 

(To be continued next week.) 


— eed 


FEASTING AND FASTING. 
“ Feast-won, fast-lost."—Flavius, in “Timon of Athens,” 
OF good red gold I had heaped a hoard 
Which would never, I thouzht, be ended ; 
And with firm, fond friends at my festive board 
I gaily my wealth expended. 
And it pleased ine ao, in those days to know 
That the love of my friends was deathless ; 
For they praised me high and they praised me low, 
Till their flatteries made them breathless ! 


When Malice struck me with faultless aim, 
I was aye by those friends befriended ; 
My stainless name and my spotless fame 
They with copious care defended. 
And ever, while cheered by my festal food, 
They with proofs of their love would cheer me, 
And often I murmured, in thankfu! mood, 
“1 have sterling supporters near me !” 


But the days at last are forever past 
When I owned meats for carving, 
And my feasts are changed to a ckameeiee fast ; 
lam stricken with want, and starving. 
And the friends who dressed them in friendship's mask 
While they fed on my festal fare— 
Where Now are they hidden? Go ask, 5° ask 
All the Fiends of Ingratitude—where 


— 


BEHIND THE SCENES. 

Lapy visitors were the exception and Sectded’y not the rule at 
the Daily Scraphic editorial o , and many an vg bag pair of 
eyes followed the buxom female who had asked to be directed to 
“Mister J. Hugh-Pitters’ private room” as she gained one landing 
after another in mounting the several flights of dingy stairs lead- 
ing to the great J. Hugh-Pitters’ apartment. i 

Pitters was the Weather Prophet of the Daily see) sel and 
some said a deuced little profit at that! But, then, the whole 
world ao of envy, and who could have foretold such weather as 
we've iY 

As she gained the great man’s room, Mrs. Pitters (for we should 
be needlessly misleading the reader if we were to attempt to deny 
that she was the buxom female alluded to) ente: without 


“ Maria!” 

“I-come down thus unexpected, Jovey,” she replied, “for fear 
you Lee what sort o’ weather I wished you to prophesy for nex’ 
Saturday.” 

ae Next Saturday? Well, present appearances favour—” 

“Yes, yes, but this is what you've got to put in the paper, if you 
wish to live in at home: ‘Severe meteorological disturb- 
ances over the whole of London, several phenomenal earthquakes, 
three snowstorms of exceptional violence, a blizzard of unexampled 
hoisterousness to sweep from Putney to Stepney, 2 natural gas 
explosion, lightning of several varieties and continued and rapid 
thunder. Much rain!'” 

“Great Jupiter Pluvius !—why ?” H 

“Because, Jovey, dear, I'm going to the Bont Race with dear 
Mrs. Flankynhyrn, and we want to make sure ofa fineday. You 
know, if you prophesy these things in print, they nerer come off!" 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


STORE-keepers: Misers. 

ORANGE Peelers : Irish policemen who are Protestants. 

WHEN are there four feet in a yard?—When two hens are 
toddling through a farm-yard. aed 

A CORRESPONDEST has touched us as to the religious beliefs of 
Mr. Mantalini. We fancy he must have worshipped « demme-god, 


100 
AUNT MACPHERSON’S MONEY. 


ee 


CHAPTER IV. 

Mus. Mortoy in the midst of all her gaiety was not particularly 
hopps. There was little that was satisfying to her mind in the 
skirt dance, and cigarettes 
made her ill, The people she 
met, too, were queer. There 
were a lot of wives at the jur- 
ties to which she went whose 
husbands were never there, and 
there were a lot of husbands 
whose wives were elsewhere, 
It soothed her at times to think 
her position was much as that 
of other women. It irritated 
her at times to think that her 
position was apparently such 
an extremely commonplace one, 
It seemed as if all the world and 
his wife lived apart, and she 
found little comfort in bein 
one of such a shipwreckec 
world, In her heart she could 
not rgd contrasting the mea 
around her with her husband. 
She insisted in her own mind 
that she hated him, but she 
could not help admitting that 
when contrasted with those she 
met, he was much more ad- 
vuirable. The contrast would, 
perhaps, have been more glaring 

d Mr. Morton made his ap- 

rance at the entertainments, 

ut since the first quarrel John 
had been absent from them, 
and, notwithstanding his wife's The Count de Flautant. 
apparent hatred of him, she 
confessed in her heart that she missed his escort and his unob- 
trusive attentions when she was subjected to the fulsome 
compliments of some of the men she met. 

And among those she met was the Count de Flautant. Who the 
Count de Flautant had originally been was not exactly known. 
All that was known was that he was an eminent financier, had 
tided over Italy in a difficulty regarding a loan, was made a 
Count, and was accepted in a certain class of English society 
because he was rich. Mrs. Morton had attracted the Count's 
attention, and at Mrs. Robertson de Smyth's i chance threw 
them together on the veranda where Mrs. Morton had rotired 
to recover from the oppressive heat, 

“ How is the lovely Madame Morton?" said the Count, as he 
shook her hand lingeringly. 

“Well, but heated somewhat,” said Mra. Morton, as she leaned 
pensively over the low balustrade, and breathed in the heavy scent 
of the flowers with which the night air was laden, 

“It is a lovely night,” continued the Count. 

“ Beautiful,” said Mra. Morton, 

“ But it is not as lovely as we have in mine own Italy.” 

“Yet ee left it,” eaid 
Mrs. Morton with a 
slight laugh. 

“Yes, 1left it, Madame 
Morton ; 1 left it, and 
while 1 mourn’ my 
country yet Lam glad.” 

“A curious contra- 
diction,” said Mre. 
Morton, as she 
shrugged her shoulders. 

“© No contradiction at 
all,” said the Count. 
* Had [remained there 
1 could not have been 
here.” 

“That ix a fact there 
is no denying,” said 
Mrs, Morton, 

“Had I not left Italy, 
1 would never have 
met—you.” 

“That, however, can 
hardly reconcile you 
to a loss you deplore 
so much,” said Mrs. 
Morton, as she drew 
herself up. 

“ Ah, it re- 
conciles me to much— 
everything. 

1 e you!” 

“ r! ” 

“1 do, madly. You are a neglected woman by your husband 
You love him not. Why should we not love?” said the Count, 


eagerly. 
* Have I, do you imagine, given you encourngement?” 

“None, madame, but you will, I swear by this kiss——” in a 
whisper, ns he placed his arm round her waist. 

“Unhand me at once,” said Mrs. Morton, passionately. “If 1 
were a man I would strike you.” 

“As 1 hnppen to be one, permit me,” said John Morton, as he 
stepped forward from a window which opened on the veranda, 

In an instant Count de Flautant felt a heavy hand on his collar. 
It was but for 2 moment, 2 second later he was sailing over the 
veranda railing and fell in the midst of a plot of flowers. 

‘ ener you,” said Mrs. Morton, as she looked towards her 
usband. 

“Don’t mention it,” said John, with a bow. “ Perhaps you will 
permit me to take you inside?” 

Count de Flautant was not again seen at Mrs. Robertson de 


“Unband me at once!” 


In the midst of a plot of flowers, 


Smyth's that night, and next morning the gardener had much to 
say about somcone having destroyed one of his finest beds of 
flowers. 

(Zu be continued next week.) 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. (Saturday, March 20, 1895, 


“F.08. PORTRAIT GALLERY, OUR LEGISLATORS. 


aN (Speechmaking Up to Date.) 


“Say, Nunky, mind how you teave that ri: 0 
3» Mt) you'll take ms ng off, or 


No, 370.—Proresson WILLiss, F.O.S8, 

ave very great pleasure in placing before our readers 

ait of a gentleman who has done much to merit the 

of the public. Our hero is not, as might perhaps be 

from his pretix and highly intellectual expression, « 

ubbing among musty are in iryeelus researc, 

ferser of the amusing and popular art of emjuring. E 

; min of talent, he gave cauly prositic of his powers, Cara. But 1 thought you told me, ‘car, that you were going to make a speech in the House of Commons IN LUCK. 

zi he at first create! a ttle too much havoc among to-night ? First Cadyer, What the devil's troublin' ye, Mixy 

nikerchiefs, watches, aml other articles lent him by : ‘ eh? ae 

friends for the purposes of his experiments, he voon Fizblok, M.P, So 1 was, but my coufounled valet has—er—got the—er—intluenza, and I-er—dou't know Second Cadger. Indigestion, 

nb expert in the art to which be was weldel. He then what to say without his assistance. firs Cadger. Lor lamme ! wot a lucky dog! 

y turn nix gift to pecuniary ad vantares ant Diesen 

> a public performer, met with instant succes, an z 

not lessened, but ivereased his popularity. Chiefly “AND SO SAY ALL OF US.” UP TO DATE. 

c's a man of mystery, he was create! F.0.8,, and the t 

ward uf Merit’ presented to him Jane 1th, 1893," 
— Lebrett Improved. 


} oo, 
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Junior, Fader, may J vind up der clock ? 
, Senior. Holy Mosesh? ne, my son. Visness is tam 
i only vear out der veels fur nuthin’. 


Se 
ae ae ae Zs z - - 
“i gee Za 
ie SS 
a eee aa 
sd books “ 2 3 bor Lal ees aie they give 
New views to life, ani teach us how to live ; 
They soothe the grieved, the stubborn they chastise, Gifted Author, What do you think of my new play? 
Fools they admonish, and confirm the wise. Candid Critic. Why, that it will live, my dear sir, after Shakespeare is for- 
—Crabbe, “ The Lthrary.” gotten—but not before. 
A DOMESTIC TROUBLE. SHE HAD A CAST IN HER EYE. GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. 


‘you think Miss Scribler very musical ? 
Vell, she’s not musical enough to give up singing. 
h, I say, dem't yer know! 


himself pose a 
Nevertheless, 
favourite lordle 


There's one thing about Lilly, heh" 
up wonderfully wider his mamerou: 
. 


wintments. He really might bi 
been appointed to the post of war correspondent to This girl, but her oll man was tor 


| Drivwller.” “Have you, oll man? Gosh! if they about settlements, and, of course. 0" 


» the front in that rig out, there won't be any need for “How docs your new servant answer?” “Oh, very “You've not studied in Paris, I suppose 2° “ Well, T studliel finished the Honourable, He realy lens 
impertinently, my dear.” in Plaster of Paris—J draw a great ucal from casts, you know.” a ha'penny, poor fclluw, It p jemarkable 
Suimosity @ man w 
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